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ROYAL REWARDS 

(On Viewing a New-born Child) 

You stood a few short inches from the glass 
And looking in, felt something warm 
Dissolve around your heart. 

A smile took root down in your toes and 
Spreading up through every cell 
Bloomed wide upon your face. 

You saw the tiny child — the newest bud 
Of favored lineage — there within the nurse’s arms 
And marveled at the miracle 
Which you had helped create. 

This child was yours: 

A living promise of your continuity, 

Assurance that one spark of you would glow 
When all the rest was worthless ash and cold. 

And more than this. 

You caught a glimmer of a kingdom of your own 
As yet in unnamed infancy 
And worlds away 

But still exalted hope and not a dream. 

You tasted sweet new joy and felt 
A father’s pride balloon within your chest. 

You felt the weight of duty, too, 

And knew the challenge 
Of the years to come. 

You breathed a prayer for guidance 

In this trust of fatherhood 

That you might claim in worthiness 

Royal rewards 

For a task well done. 

THE PLAN 

Someone said 

That God could not be everywhere 
So He made mothers. 

In His more perfect wisdom 

Perhaps He also knew 

That it would bring small benefit to man 

For God alone to do 

The work that needed doing 

In the world 

So He made fathers, too. 
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WHAT IS A FATHER? 

Dictionary definitions 
are inadequate to say 
What an ordinary father is 
in modern life today. 

He’s the parent with the whiskers, 
the respected family head. 

He’s the one who earns the living 
and provides the shoes and bread. 

He’s a husband and companion 
and a sweetheart to his wife, 

To his children, he’s adviser, 
friend and confidant for life. 

He’s a chauffeur and a builder, 
he’s a judge and referee. 

He’s a teacher and a banker 
(and his loans are interest free.) 

He’s a gardener and mechanic, 
he’s a champion at play, 

He’s a counselor and watchman 
who receives no silver pay. 

He’s a guardian, a pattern 
for his growing family. 

He’s the one who helps with homework 
(though a bit reluctantly.) 

He’s the handy home repairman, 
problem solver, going gray, 

Strong and calm in any crisis, 
he’s a hero every day. 

Even though he’s only human 
he performs a giant part. 

He may stumble on occasion 
but he tries with all his heart. 

He’s a patriarch, a leader, 
he’s a king without a throne, 

He’s a gentleman, a father, 
the foundation of a home. 
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A FATHER IS AN UNCROWNED KING 

He wears no purple satin robe, 

No ruby-studded crown, 

He holds no golden scepter, 

Sits upon no regal throne; 

He makes no trumpet-borne decree. 
Proclaims no law inviolate, 

Commands no mighty armies. 

Owns no guarded, vast estate; 

But there’s a little kingdom 
That belongs to him alone. 

It lies within the love-warmed walls 
Of the palace he calls home. 

He rules it with a gentle hand 
And shares all with his Queen, 

He serves his loyal subjects well — 

A true, devoted King. 

He’s never called “Your Majesty”, 

He’s “papa”, “dad” or “father”, 

A name respected and revered 
As much as any other. 

Though small be his dominion now 
He reigns in righteous dignity 
And may in time stand heir to vast 
Rewards of noble royalty. 

FIRST THOUGHTS 

I held today within my arms 
my tiny first-born daughter 
And trembled as I thought of all 
it means to be a father. 

Her wondering eyes looked up at me 
as if she’d like to ask, 

“What kind of man is there behind 
that grinning, grown-up mask?” 

I touched her velvet petal cheek 
And made a silent vow 
That always I’d deserve the trust 
She gives unknowing now. 
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COMPENSATION 

You have your pick of worldly joys. 

Bicycles, drums and expensive toys, 

But I know rewards you never will see 
For I have a father who plays with me. 

You go to movies I can’t afford, 

Ball games and plane rides and you get bored. 
But I know the holes where the big trout swim 
For my father takes me fishing with him. 

You have the money to travel far. 

Cruises, safaris, or tours by car. 

But I won’t mind missing Madrid and Rome, 

I hike with my father the hills of home. 

You have what money can buy, it’s true, 

I feel more fortunate, though, than you. 

I’m rich in a faith that no cloud can dim 
For my father takes me to Church with him. 

You have a future that seems secure, 

College someday and investments sure. 

But I wouldn’t trade for your wealth or fame 
The love of my father and his good name. 

WHEN FATHER TAKES MY HAND 

When darkness creeps across the land 
I sometimes feel a bit afraid 
But I am calm in forest glade 
On rocky knoll or midnight shade 
When father takes my hand. 

When in a thronging crowd I stand 
And see each stranger’s empty face 
I’m dwarfed and lost and out of place 
But then—I’m safe in warm embrace 
When father takes my hand. 

When nothing goes as I have planned 
I taste defeat’s salt-bitter rain 
And feel the heart’s exquisite pain. 

Yet I know I can try again 

When father takes my hand. 
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COMPATIBLE COUPLE 

“Every boy needs a father!” 
That’s a phrase that is true, 

But a daddy and daughter 
Need each other’s company, too. 

There is no one like her daddy 
To a dimpled little miss. 

She delights in his affection, 

But defies his whiskered kiss. 

How she giggles when he teases 
And retaliates with glee, 

But her lip begins to tremble 
When they strongly disagree. 

She is proudest when she’s walking 
With her daddy by her side 
And she bubbles up with pleasure 
When he takes her for a ride. 

If she helps to stir a pudding, 

He must taste it and exclaim 
That it never tasted better! 

(She’s enchanted by the game.) 

He is patient when she’s stubborn 
And consoles when tears begin; 

She goes willingly to bed if 
He’s the one to tuck her in. 

Every moment they’re together 
Is a cherished link to add 
To the chain of love created 
By a daughter and a dad. 
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WHEN HE LISTENS 


When I have an unsolved problem 
And I don’t know what to do, 
When I feel confused and anxious 
Or depressed and worried, too, 
There is someone I depend on 
For advice and sympathy. 

And my troubles soon diminish 
When he’s listening to me. 

I can ask him any question 
And he’ll try to understand; 

If my burden seems too heavy 
He extends his sturdy hand; 

He’s my Dad and he’s a mortal 
With a God-like quality 
For I feel the love of Heaven 
When he’s listening to me. 


PAPA TOLD ME SO 

How fast can a swallow fly? 

How many stars fill the sky? 

The cloudis are about how high? 

The grass is green, but why? 

I don’t wonder, now I know 
Because my papa told me so. 

How tall is the poplar tree? 

How deep is the deepest sea? 

Who taught the honey bee 
To make sweet gold for me? 

I’ve learned a lot that’s nice to know 
Because my papa told me so. 

What makes a sick man well? 

How far below is hell? 

Where do the ten tribes dwell? 

Who will the mysteries tell? 

These things I hope someday to know 
But papa never told me so. 
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TEN COMMANDMENTS FOR FATHERS 

1 

Thou shalt love thy wife with all thy heart and honor her, and 
thy children will do likewise. 

2 

Thou shalt love each of thy children for the person he is and respect 
his individuality. 

3 

Thou shalt speak to thy children in the tone of voice that thou 
wishest them to use when speaking to thee. 

4 

Thou shalt teach thy children to pray by letting them hear thy 
prayers of faith. 

5 

Thou shalt listen to thy children’s plans and problems for thou 
wilt find much wisdom and many surprises therein. 

6 

Thou shalt give thy children the best education thou canst 
provide, remembering that thou art their most constant and power¬ 
ful teacher. 

7 

Thou shalt be kind to thy children and to thy children’s friends, 
lest they consider thee to be an enemy. 

8 

Thou shalt live by the rules which thou expect thy children to obey. 

9 

Thou shalt allow thy children to pursue the vocation they desire, 
but shalt counsel wisely and prudently when they ask for thy 
opinion. 

10 

Thou shalt find one quiet moment every day to spend with each 
of thy children, even if thou must miss a television program, a ball 
game, or a meeting to do it. 
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DOWN DIFFERENT PATHS 

One father went to a meeting. 

One father went to a game, 

One father went to the mountains, 
Surely they weren’t to blame 
that 

One son went to the movies. 

One son went to shoot pool. 

One son went to a party. 

Learning things not taught in school. 
Eventually 

One father went to the courthouse, 

His son was sentenced to jail; 

One father blushed when he saw what 
His son received in the mail; 

One father went to a wedding, 

His son’s career plans were gone; 
and 

Each of these unhappy fathers 
Wondered what he had done wrong. 


FATHER IS MY TALLEST FRIEND 

I’m friends with several boys in town 
And have a special pal or two, 

They’re fun to know and be around, 

We share good times as buddies do. 

But there are days I surely need 
A man on whom I can depend 
And then I’m grateful I can say 
My father is my tallest friend. 

He doesn’t always quite approve 
Of things I may have said or done, 

He sometimes has to set me straight 
Or punish me, but I’m his son 
And he loves me, if not my deeds— 

That truth is good to comprehend— 
Oh, I am happy because I know 
My father is my tallest friend. 
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TO FATHER FROM SON 

When I grow up to be a man 
And have a son or two, 

I hope I’m good and strong enough 
To be a man like you. 

I’m sure it isn’t easy. Dad, 
to live the life you lead. 

It takes your constant effort to 
Fulfill our every need. 

You put your family’s welfare first, 

You work unselfishly 
Through weary hours so we will lack 
No small necessity. 

You teach us by each word you speak 
The things we ought to say. 

We understand your trusting faith 
For we have heard you pray. 

You never leave us wondering 
About the way you feel. 

We know by word and look and touch 
Your love for us is real. 

You take the time to show us all 
The things we want to know, 

You’re patient when our hands and feet 
Move awkwardly and slow. 

You somehow find an afternoon 
To spend alone with me 
Or playing games with all your sons 
In gay comradery. 

You give me true encouragement 
To do the best I can 
With talents I possess and then 
You praise me like a man. 

And that is why when I am grown 
And have two sons or three, 

I want to be the kind of Dad 
That you have been to me. 
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FOOTPRINTS TO FOLLOW 

Life is a winding, rutted road 

aged miles where we must walk 
a tenuous trail against a precipice 
slippery bogs 
barren, dusty waste 
a thorn-sharp track 
a weed-green path 
few signs to mark the way. 

We wonder how to reach the land beyond 
how to know the safest place 
to tread. There’s one 

we call him father, 

who has gone ahead and made for us 
footprints to follow. 

We take a cautious step and 

trusting in his older wisdom 
walk the road of life 

as he has walked. 

He leads us 

past the quicksand and the snares 
to the gold valley of our 
destiny. 

THE SCULPTOR 

The clay he held in his strong, sure hands 
was small and easily pressed; 

So unimportant it seemed to him 
he gave it less than his best. 

But molded carelessly, half aware 
what form his creation took. 

And seldom paused in his busy days 
for more than a casual look. 

The sculpor’s day of reckoning came: 

his work stood tall at his door, 

The lines were hardened and harsh and cold 
and he could mold it no more. 

He saw at last the mistakes he’d made 
but nothing could be undone; 

The sculptor’s grief was a father’s grief, 
the clay was a father’s son. 
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ATTITUDES 

The father of a little boy 
Has a treasure chest of joy; 

The man who has a little girl 
Owns a gem, a precious pearl; 

But he without a child to touch 
Dreams alone and misses much, 

He’d trade his fortune if he could 
For rich rewards of fatherhood. 

A man with only daughters 
Sighs and wishes for a son; 

A man with boys a plenty 

Thinks a daughter would be fun; 

But the sex is unimportant 
To the fellow who has none; 

It’s a wise man who’s contented 
If he’s blessed with either one. 

UNMEASURED LOSS 

He never knew his father: 

he was less than two 

the day they brought him home 

by dusty pick-up truck 

bits of shorn wool 
clinging to his clothes; 
too small to be aware 
of dreams exploding 

in his mother’s heart; 
too young to know or care. 

He grew, but he was always small 
as if his stunted heart 
had spread the malady 

that festered there 
into his bones. 

Boys were boys and he contributed 
his share 

but when the iron fist slammed 
shut mischief hours 
he stood, head bowed, alone. 


14 




Too many years escaped with 

no man’s larger footprints 
marking out a 
time-wise path; 

He leaned into the wind 
and let the shapeless days go 
one by one. 

There’s no use pointing blame. 

It’s commonplace 
but tragic, too. 

They never knew each other: 

man or son. 

THE FAVORITE 

He tried hard not to let it show, 
to hide it even from himself, 
but there was one among his sons 
who stood—in his eyes— 
pine-tree tall. 

He loved them all: 

he gave the same to each 
of what he had to give 
except, perhaps, 
his praise. 

Yet there was not a single phrase 
he ever spoke that favored 
one above his brothers. 

He was just and fair and 

proud to tell of their success; 

He chose that none should ever guess 
that root-deep pride 
bound one of them 
more tightly to his heart. 

The years were swift as each young man 
struggled in the time-bound race 
to find himself and reach his goals. 

Each sought to prove his worth to Dad, 
to earn the bright approval 
of his eyes 

And striving hard, succeeded far beyond 
his early dreams; 

Each gained the lofty pinnacle of love 
and touched as well the 
blue nobility of skies. 
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PRAYER FOR FATHER 

Dear Lord, my daddy’s coming home. 

Please, when you greet him take him by the hand 
And lead him where his love so long has waited 
And let them walk together in the land. 

If there be gardens in that heavenly realm, 

Please let him have a little plot to tend. 

His gentle hands which toiled for years unceasing 
Could not be idle. All who called him friend 
Know with what tenderness he tilled the earth 
And gloried in its annual rebirth. 

Please let him know how very much we loved him 
And help us. Lord, that we might ever be 
As honest, patient, kind and uncomplaining 
Or even half as wonderful as he. 

By Grace Crapo Barney 
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